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Strawberry Soam, and let Spider pop in,
Fine Brackly, and brave Lurching Bess.

Victorious too was Herring Shotten,

And Spit-in's-arse is not forgotten ;
But if I be just, all honour must
Be given to well-breathed Jilian Thrust.

Lusty George, and, gentlemen, hark yet,
To winning Mackarel, fine-mouthed Freak,
Bay Tarrall, that won the cup at Newmarket,
Thundering Tempest, Black Dragon eke.

Precious Sweet Lips, I do not lose,

Nor Toby with his golden shoes;
But if I be just, all honour must
Be given to well-breathed Jilian Thrust.

Lord B. Excellent! how think you, lady ?
JitL I like it very well.

Mis.. Car. I never thought you were a poet, sir.
Vent. No, no, I do but dabble.
Mis. Car. You can sing rarely too; how were these

parts

LTnobserved, invisible ?
Vent. You may see, lady.
fuL Good sir, your pardon.

Vent. Do you love singing ? hum ; la, la.          [Sings.

Mis. Car. Who  would  have thought these qualities

were in you ?
Vent. Now or never.
Mis. Car. Why, I was cozened.
Vent. You are not the first I have cozened; shall I

wash

Your faces with the drops of Helicon ?
I have fancies in my head.

Mis. Car. Like Jupiter? you want a Vulcan but
To cleave your skull, and out peeps bright Minerva,
JuL When you return I'll tell you more, my lord.
Gvre me a subject